LUXURY AT KERIYA
over the oasis, with a view to producing a stew as a variation
to the diet of maize which was making the horses too
fat.
We found Aziz at the house awaiting our return. He
immediately threw himself at the aksakal's feet, embraced
his knees and over and over again cried: "Hao Ta jen"
After some time we gathered that the yamen wished to
send him on with us to Khotan, whereas, according to his
contract, he was free to return to Cherchen once we were
safely delivered at Kenya. What was to be done? Fortun-
ately a lieutenant-colonel arrived precisely at that moment,
to return the call we had paid his General. He immediately
scribbled a note to the yamen of the civil authorities,
countermanding the order, and the incident was closed.
The officer, who was charming, had sent us presents before-
hand: two bottles of Teje eau-de-Cologne from Moscow, a
packet of sugar and a black sheep. The odd thing was that,
while we were out, the mayor had called and left similar
gifts. With sugar, which is the essence of luxury in Central
Asia, descending on us like an avalanche, I could easily
afford to give a packet to the sad young man who never
seemed to leave his post at the sewing-machine.
At Kenya we at last carried through a most important
piece of business—the sale of our caravan. It was imperative
that we should get rid of our three animals this time. A
friend of the aksakal's was so good as to offer us a thousand
Bangs? for them. We were never to find out the exact value
of the dirty bank-notes that circulated in the Tungan re-
public, but it was clear that our camels were surrendered at
a ridiculous price, for at the bazaar a pair of Russian tennis
shoes cost a tenth of what we received for our beasts, a bottle
of eau-de-Cologne cost thirty lianzes and a box of Russian
Nashu Marka cigarettes, seven lianzes.
* Bank-notes.
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